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196 
THE SIREN'S SONG. 

J5Y MISS CRUMPE, AUTHOR OP "OEBALDINE OF DESMOND." 

My own sweet siren ! thou, whose thrilling lay 
Can take my raptur'd soul, and far away 
Transport it to those tpheres of love and joy. 
Where bliss immortal reigns without alloy, 
Still, still, sing on ! 

There is a magic in tby witching strain, 
Whose mystic pow'r can conjure up again 
Feelings that slumber'd long in dull decline, 
And wake- them into life almost divine ! 

Still, then, sing on t 

A kind of trance steals o'er me when thy song, 
Soft as an angel's, pours its tide along — 
Those mental harmonies that, toucb'd by thee, 
Breathe forth the sigh of silent ecstacy I 
Dearest, siug ou! 

When, sweetly strong, thy hand sweeps o'er the chord*, 
They utter music with a thrill, that words 
Could never give — those mighty bursts of somick 
Echo's responsive voice prolongs around — 
Siren, sing on t 

That strain triumphant, wrtfr electric 6re> 
The ardent souls of heroes might inspire-;. 
For ev'ry nerving note, so bold, so free, 
Peals like the battle shout of victory ! 

Oh, yet, sing on ! 

But hark I the alt-commanding thunders cease. 
And melting melodies breathe tones of peace ; 
Soft as the sound of flutes along the sea. 
They Boat along the air, call'd up by thee. 

Sweet voice, sing on ' 

Enchantress of the soul I by nature taught 
To sway at will the springs of mind and thought, 
Pour thy fond lay of love, and make its tone 
Of deepest, purest, rapture all our own ! 

Siogoa, sing on! 
Bary-strect, St. James's, London, 



SCOTTISH AND IRISH POPULAR POETRY.* 

" Dark, hovering ttra»t I risen from heM, to teach 
Mb what I am— I know H, fiend 1: avaunt, 
Wont as thou art, when things can't mend, to preach } 
Could I but spurn away thy cursed cant, 
I still might lift my brow- but thou has said I shant." 

EiffVs Legacy of the Broken Heart, 

With the exception of "our own green isle" — which must, of course, 
in every thing have the pre-eminence— we know of no country on the 
broad face of this our world, the peasantry of which has produced more 
men of genius, than " the land of cakes and thistles." Many of the 
brightest names in the calendar of her " sainted sons of song," have 
sprung from amongst the tillers of her soil : a Burns, a Hogg, and an 

* Markinch Minstrelsy. By Robert Taylor.* Edinburgh— 1821. 
The Battle of Clontarf, an Historical Poem ; and other Poems. By P. Eiffe, 
Esq. Dublin— 1831. Second Notice. 

' This is not that Robert who goes in London by the happy name of " The Devil's Chaplain." 



